PYGMALION

palmful of mustard. She then takes a formidable looking long
handled scrubbing brush and soaps it profusely with a ball of scented
soap,

Eli^a comes back with nothing on but the tath gown huddled
tightly round her, a piteous spectacle of abject terror.

MRS PEARCE. Now come along. Take that thing off.

LIZA. Oh I couldnt, Mrs Pearce: I reely couldnt. I never done
such a thing.

MRS PEARCE. Nonsense. Here: step in and tell me whether its
hot enough for you.

LIZA. Ah-oo! Ah-oo! It's too hot.

MRS PEARCE [deftly snatching the gown away and throwing Eli^a
down on her bacfc\ It wont hurt you. [She sets to work with the
scrubbing brush].

Elizas screams are heartrending.

******

Meanwhile the Colonel has been having it out with Higgins
about Eliza. Pickering has come from the hearth to the chair and
seated himself astride of it with his arms on the back to cross-
examine him.

PICKERING. Excuse the straight question, Higgins. Ajre you a
man of good character where women are concerned?

HIGGINS [moodily] Have you ever met a man of good character
where women are concerned?

PICKERING. Yes: very frequently.

HIGGINS [dogmatically^ lifting himself on his hands to the level
of the pianOj and sitting on it with a bounce] Well, I havnt. I find
that the moment I let a woman make friends with me, she becomes
jealous, exacting, suspicious, and a damned nuisance. I find that
the moment I let myself make friends with a woman, I become
selfish and tyrannical. Women upset everything. When you let
them into your life, you find that the woman is driving at one
thing and youre driving at another.

PICKERING. At what, for example?

HIGGINS [coming of the piano restlessly] Oh, Lord knows! I
suppose the woman wants to live her own life; and the man wants
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